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THE OLD UN ON IT. 


“ My parent has had a long confab with Dr. Jameson, but the information imparted to Poor Pa by Dr. Jim is for the present padlocked in his manly bosom. 

t the right moment it will be sprung upon an unsuspecting Public, and Pa says he hopes to make a bit of ‘ boodle’ out of it. This may be over-sanguineness 

his part; one thing I know for certain, the rent up to Christmas has not yet been paid, and the landlord is hovering around. Papa will be one of the 
ading counsel for Jimmy at his trial, and as everybody knows, his oratory after a gin or two is calculated to make people cough.” —Toorsit. 


BERTIE WISHES HE HADN'T SPO 


KEN. OH, THAT “PRIME OLD CRUSTED”! TWO CONVICTS. 


3 


Ar the Hants assizes in August, 174, Butterworth and 
Jennison, two convicts, of Cumberland Fort, were tried for 
the murder of Mr. Groundwater, under circumstances of the 
most brutal and atrocious nature. 

These hardened wretches, on being taken to task by 
Groundwater, who threatened to report them for bad 
behaviour, swore that they would “rip” him open, and 
were heard by another of the convicts debating as to the 
manner in which the murder should be perpetrated, 

In accordance with a resolution they had arrived at, about 
six in the evening they fell upon the unfortunate man with 
two iron shovels, with which they had been at work spread- 
ing gravel, “and with which they gare him three such 
wounds onthe skull, int nis brains fell out inthe quantity 
of a double handtul” 

They then struck down one of the shovels upon his neck, 
with intent to sever the head from the body, but striking 
agninst a bone it had not the desired effect. The rest of 
the convicts ran in horror to the spot, and one of them 
caught hold of Butterworth to hinder him from mangling 
the body any more, 

After a desperate struggle, however, he shook himself 
free, rushed back again to his horrid work. and raising the 


ic I say, N your pup to have a muzzle on? “ Anything wrong, Mr. Snooks? You don't seem to take to my spnde inflicted several cuts, saying, “There, damu him! 1 
% don't know; there seem to be plenty of puppies about port?“ “It's not that I don't like, but after business hours I like have done him out and out.’ 5 
out, and not under proper control, either! to keep away from shop. You see, I 'in in the log wood trade.” Ou being remonstrated with for his inhuman conduct, he 
oe 
e 
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replied that he was transported for life and would rather be hanged 
than suffer that sentence. 

“It is,” the report says, n most extraordinary 83 
established on the evidence of Mr. Hill. surgeon, who attend 
him, that Mr. Groundwater lived eighteen hours after he had 
recetved these grierans sounds, notwithstanding the brains had 
Sallen out, and a prodigious cffusion of blood had taken place.” 

We can understand more easily that “the victim never spoke 
after the second blow given him, though the action of the pulse 
was strong, and respiration continued during the whole of the 
eighteen hours above mentioned.” 

utterworth was only nineteen years of nge, and his companion 
twenty-five. The publicity of the deed and the consequent clear 
evidence of their guilt would not admit of their setting up any 
defence. They were, therefore, found guilty, and were sentenced 
to be executed in three days after in Lanston Harbour, and their 
ies were ordered to be hung in chains in Cumberland Fort. 

They were taken from jail at four in the morning, and after a 
wearisome journey of seven hours reached Vortsea, where, alter 
the delay of another hour, they were throttled to death, Then 
their miserable carcases were jolted back over the rough roads, 
and the rest of the grim sentence carried out. 


— — 
Ox x THE EVE OF EXTKORDINNERI EVENTS. 


Halexandri's buchus Unbenownt av sai she wil ware a yaller 
‘at, a blew blowse and green speckterles bi wai off disguys and not 
to look konspickuous. She hiss to carria wite ankercher an wen 
she waive itt the thurd time wee wil no itt's all rite. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 


8 5 wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to containthe 


contributions submitted. Du not inclose loose stamps. 


Not for Joseph, thank you, FELIX, ALLY's been there once 
before. Fiddlestichx, ADMINISTRATOR, There are always plenty 
more. Thirty miles, at frust. F. LAX XE n. Sorry that we 
do not, Buuce. Dreadful, rvally, YOUNG ADMIRER; I/. 
morals are sv love, Very pleased to do so, FANNY. Sorry, 
CALEB, to deciine ; Nut we haven't space at present— Probably 
some other time. Quite ancther matter, SANDY, Thanks fur 
eae A. H. v. Jt's impossible to tell you, Or we'd do it gladly, 

E 
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“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 monthe, 106. 8d.; 6 months, 3e. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or J. O. O. s payable tu GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOR LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


— —— 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the newt-of kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 

(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina lMailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current ixsue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howipway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY” ia published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


SCENE—Polling Station during Election, 
Candidate (tv eee local tradesman). Ah, my dear sir, how 
do vou do? Deſighted—quite delighted to see vou. 
ominent Local Tradveman, You needn't bother about telling 
me 80, sir, I’ve cast my vote for you already. 
ss 


“ ABSENCE makes the heart grow fonder, you know, dearest,” 
remarked the young fellow, consolingly, as he kissed his darling 
farewell on the eve of a brief absence. Yes, Jack,” she responded 
smiling through her tears,“ but presents make it fonder still.” And 
that young man wore a decidedly thoughtful Jook as he made his 
way to the nearest jewcller’s and requested to be shown the latest 
things in bangles. * 


Mrs. Hostess. We are going to have some music, Mr. Cynicus ; 
have you any favourite song you would like to hear? 

Mr. Cynicus. That depends upon who is going to sing, madam. 

Mrs. Hostess. Miss Jenkinson is going to oblige us. 

Mr. Cynicus. Then I would prefer one of Mendelssohn's “ Songs 
without Words,” please. 2 


THE coalman, though a crafty wretch, 
Was an obedient soul. 
For—when the Cockney dame said, “ Fetch 
An ‘undre’-weight of coal!“ — 
Then on his back a sack od 
And in her bin with spe 
Just eight-and-eighty pounds he shot— 
An UNDER-WEIGHT INDEED! 
2 2 
s 
Littleton. You're no gentleman, sir! you're no gentleman ! 
Biggun (threateningly, with eatendcd fist). Whav'’s that you say? 
I'm no gentleman ? 
Littleton (diserectly). V are deceptive, 
you know; you may be one, though you don't look it, 
s¢ 
* 
Mrs. Pryperton. That girl is enough to aggravate a saint, Mr. P. 
This afternoon, she was that foolish, that 1 had to give her a bit of 


my mind. 
Mr. Pepperton. Lost 8 temper, I suppose. 
Mrs. Pepperton, Well—er—not altogether. 
Mr. Peppertun. What a pity! 
s¢ 


es 
“No, dear Miss Bloomer,” said the New Man firmly, yet gently, 
and with a compassionate glance upon the ardent girl who knelt so 
heseechingly at his feet, “1 can never be yours, but 1 will be a 


brother, a dear, kind brother to you.” 
[Extract from twentieth century novel, 
* „ 


First Little Lore. Do you know how oll I am to-day, dear? 
‘Second Little Love. Yes, pet; but don't worry, | shouldn't be 
mean enough to toll anybody. [Oh—cat ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 619.— The Miss Muffitt Costume. 


“Let us down easy this time, mister, and “II never nick any 
more of the old gal's eggs.“ 


(1) Dauber, the artist, has 
been in search of an Italian 
model, to complete his picture, 


“ Maid of Athens.” 


(2) But has had no luck 
up till now, the above being 
the nearest to his ideal. 


NOT IN SHAKESPEARE. 


Murderous Monarch (with deep emotion), Lend me thine ear. 
Firat Ruffian (with deeper ditto), Well, yer got it, ain't cher? 


8 ML 


(Saturday, March 7, 1896. 


Tempue, 11.30. 1 
me, old man, I'm sure, fi rine 
to go and take my bath, rie 
is time of night ! 


s 
Waggs. 1 beg your pardon, sir, but do you mind telling me uhu 
is the rent of these houses, here: : 
Very Pompous Personage. Rent, eh, what? How the deu. 
7. cealegiee'! bat freealth 
‘agg. Ten thousand a es! but from the wa: 7 
atruiting I really imagined the whole street belonged fe 1 5 
ss 


s 
“THEN you advise me to have the same medicine made up y. 
prescribed for my husband?” asked the lady with a cou 
* Certainly,” replied the man of physic ; “sauce for the goox. .. 
sauce for the gand—— Er—that is—er—yes—er—good day, g. 
day. I'll look in again to-morrow.” 
es 


s 
Assistant (to gent eman who has just purchased new bonnet 5 
a peace offering for his wife). Where shall we send it, sir? 
Customer. Thanks, 1'll take it with me. 1 don't want the fas):;., 
to change before it arrives. 3 „ 


WHEN housemaid Dinah, in an upper room 
Beheld her sweetheart from the highway beckoning, 
And past her master glided in the gloom 
(On two hours chat with love-loru Sambo reckoning), 
What country, in a questioning way. was named. 
By that sume dusky son of Ole Virginia! .... 
You give it up?. . . Then know that he exclaimed 
In whispering tones to Dinah, AB E six YEH?” 
ss 


Uy. rirer Publican, Of course, them there temp'rance le an 
teetotalers have got to live same as us, and wid hay eee is = 
very well as far as it goes; but what I wants to know is thi, 
S'posing everybody in London drank 9 but water, whe: 
would your River Thames for them as likes to do a bit 
boating and fishing? 


“T'm not at all myself, this morning,” grumbled the miser 
uncle. “In that case,” replied the impecunious nephew, ~| 
venture to ask you fora fiver. I shouldn't have the courage if;. 
hadn't told me of the change.” i 


ss 
s 
Friend. Are you ve 58 just now? 
Musical Com es, I'm enguged upon the most difficu: 


composition I've ever attempted. 
Friend, What's that! 
Musical Composer, One with my creditors. 
4 0 


s 
Innocent Young Thing (who has just been rescued from a rater 
grace in three fect of rater). 1 can never, never repay you fur +) 
gallantly saving my life. 
Guileful Waterman, Oh, yes yer can, miss! If so be as vo 
oboe me half-a-quid for a new pair of boots, why—well, we'll c. 
t square. oe 
s 


“My husband must bea man of metal,” said the fair girl, prondly. 
“Quite so,” said the cy mic, I understand you perfectly, Gold.“ 
ss 


s 
First Father (the novice). Do you get up early ? 
Sceond Father (old hand), I have been in the habit of risin: 
with the sun for thirty years, sir. 

Firat bather (who has been rising with his first son Sor the lun 
Are weeks and therefore knows all about it), Heavens! What 
family you must have, man! „ 

2 


THE old Scotch lays to my tuneful heart 
Are dear ; but it makes me glum 
Whenever i hear a reciter start 
On the ballad of * Aiken-drum.” 


For, though his voice may be low and clear, 
As the words from his thorax come, l 
Yet he's bound to give ine an / len car 
When he's giving me Aiken-drum! 
ss 


Pa eZ Stal at lace yor 8 

ris ness. Bed sorr, jis ce yer finger u this bun 
on me scalp that me Norah rafeed wid the broom handle, this un 
morning, and it's not acertificate ye ‘Ibe afther wantin’, I’m think. 


s 
Angry Dupe. But, confound it, Briggs, the horse is broke 
1 aaa o in both his forelegs, on you told me he haut 
gota 5 


Dealer, And more he has, sir; it's the poor thing's misfortuu: 
you're complaining of now. « Dee 
s 


„Ir your lordship is fond of pictures,’ said Mrs. Mushroom t) 
an artistic nobleman, you should come over and see my husband - 
collection. He's got some of the finest works of the old masters t 
the day.” ae 

s 


Le. Isn't she beautiful? Really, she fairly dazzles one. 
She (with cuntem ptuvus snort). Ugh! when people are dazzle. 
they can’t see well, van they! *,° 


Snicker. Wonderful how women al j of 
getting boy n always jump at a chance 
Snacker, Les; and this year they seem positively to lea at ii. 


— — 


WILLING TO OBLIGE. 


a long time, but 
tive. 


5 15 your daughters?” quoth one old gentleinan. Are tief 


“Oh, u. uite. 

oe Married?” 

“No, not yet. But I think they will find husbands whenevt: 
they wantto. You see, I have made money, and can afford t. 
kive them a good dowry, For instance, there's Gertrude. Si"! 
thirty, and when she marries 1 shall give her ten thous’ 


pou 

„Ah, very satisfactory. And Millicent?” 190 

ae Millicent? She's forty—about that. She is a dear. good git. 
When she marries, 1 shall pay a wedding portion of twenty tio 
5 Id 

Just like you, generous old chap. And Ethel?” ; 

“Ah, Ethel: Now, she is a sweet creature, if you like. Eth 
is—well, Ethel must be getting on for fifty. When she marie 
shall give a dowry of thirty thousand pounds.” 

For a moment or two there was silence, and tears dimmed th 
eyes of the affectionate father. . 

Then the stranger in the corner bent towards him, and, rai-"= 
his hat, said, “Say, stranger. if you happen to have a dans! 
about seventy-five, I'm willing to be the binshing bridegroom - 


turcay, March 7, 1896.) 


LUMPS OF DELIGHT. 
No. 1. 
Fon OBvicus REASONS ALL NAMES ARE WITHHELD, 


iss A. B., aged vit tones hair, with n complexion and skin like a 
h. and as skittish as they make em, is quite willing to marry 
one, as long as he has plenty of Boodle and is well-built. 
ress—Miss A. B. Banana Villa, Fulham. A. SLOPER gets 
hing out of the job, so he can't be held responsible. 


TOOTSIE AT TERRY'S. 


— 


F 797 want a good h, go and see the new play at Terry's, by 
. Madeleine Lucette Ryley. 

uur. Junior, is very much like one of those pieces the late 
iry J. Byron used to write—anything but probable, but full of 
. There are many very wild incidents, but they e you 
ch. and although very possibly scores might have manufactured 
‘tter plot, not many pieces have amused me more. 

here is a very good company, and all act very well. Mr. 


Christopher Jedbury, Junr,: 


Jedbury, Sur. : 
MR. FREDERICK KERR. : 


Christopher 
Mr, JouN BEAUCHAMP, 


ederick Kerr has a part that suits him admirably, and the same 
x be said of Mr. John Beauchamp, Mr. J. I. Mackay is excel. 
t as a haw-haw sort of major; and Mr. 
ry -down- ane Glibb. An old friend 

ys asm 


her, 
In the well- 
Farquhar 


Mi nice, 
Ryley’s play is that there is lots of variety 


There is a pretty preceding Jedbury Junior you should not 
«x, called An Old Garden. This old fA ec 3 vp in the 
art of a crowded, smoky, manufacturing town. It may be a trifle 
oky also, but it is cherished with tenderest care by Miss Sandford, 
mistress, who, within its four walls, years ago, met Philip, an 
ist, and she desires to preserve, as nearly as possible, the 
mories of those days of youth sad love and hope. Meanwhile, 
e herself has grown no younger: but still, in the eyes of one 
vid Brice, à person in trade, is very attractive. 
l. Aliss Rose Harmer, a friend of the Romantic One, ridicules this 
ng ago love affair, she, by-the-way, being herself rather gone on 
e painter party. Unconsciously, ee the artist reveals the 


. t that he is a v. 
of Waigel peter rey commonplace of fellow, and Miss 


take on Brice, who 
jouly too glad to be 
ken, 
The story is prett 
¢ the dial Unies Y; 
in bmorous and bright, 
| d Misses Orain and 
empleton, and 
escrs, Robertson and 
iNingford are all 
at could be desired. 
Both plays are well 
rth going to see, so 
ind you go. \ 
There are plenty of 
bul shows on just 
b at the London 
ntres, and plent“ / 
bre on their wuy 
: te. but L won't imi- 
ud te your contempo- 
ries by telling you 
about them before- 
nd—all wrong, Al!) 
“un say is, wait and 
“What you shall see. 
Nhat rather amuses 
rel is the enormous 
b dene with which 
« actor - mana 
ys ecnbarke ia 
«building of a lay- urse 
or the production of a new drama (himself as lead, of course). 
“ardly full to overflowing with his own attractiveness he goes 


‘iisht on ahead without the faintest suspicion of the disasters 
ating him. 


Dora Halway: 


Wat Miss MAUDE MILLETT. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND GEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S Pubs 


PRICE E PER BOX (so PILLS). 


FULL DINECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, INDIGESTION, Ero. 


Grande Rue St. Martins, Guernsey, C. J. 
February 18th, 1896. : 
GENTLEMEN,— Please forward me another box 
Sic 8 Pills. Better Liver Pills J should 
not wish for, Yours truly, 


JOHN GATES TURNER, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
old. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E. c. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


specially to those who wish to know of a 
e, certain. and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and : 
OBSTINATE_ CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


GENERALLY IX A FEW HOURS. LADIES 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
as tal Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
oe ary Sages eg arate : 
as one leat 48. Gd. (by . Od.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any ci ne LADIES 

Full ‘iculars will be Le forwarded to 
any ressed envelope. 


A. 8. 5 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDO: 


8888888888888888888888 


AN HONZEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


4 most effectual en carth. Nothing can resist them. 
Did, 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
DR. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, w. 
8 Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN seut free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


THE EQUINE CUT. 

Ir Henry Andrew Jackson McGall hadn't been called by an 
unkind destiny to walk through life as a jute broker's clerk, he'd 
have chosen some occupation with which the noble animal, the 

was connected, for he loved horses. 

And you wouldn't have taken him for a jute broker’s daybook- 
poster to look at him. His close-cropped had a cut peculiar 
to the stables, his collar was starched till it threatened to cut into 
his jugular, and his 8 were a little tighter than any 
coper even thought of wearing them. A wisp uf straw invariably 
served him as a toothpick (though that had its points—a 
young fellow can't chew straw and poison himself with cheap 
cigarettes at one and the same time) and in place of an umbrella he 
carried a pliant bit of cane, such as the scullerymaid is wont to 
hunt for when the outside sink goes wrong. 

Felicie Sutherland Burke, who was supposed to love him with a 
—— enduring love, couldn't somehow stand this everlasting 

orseiness. Over and over again she had smoothed back the hair 
from his temples, and even turned down the points of the sacred 
collar itself. Finally, one night at a Cin la, Felicie did what 
lots of other tickle girls have done before her, she flop her 
young atfections down upon a young fellow of totally different 
tastes to Henry Andrew. The new mancame, saw, and was— 


gratefully accepted. 

The Sekowins evening when H. A. J. McG. “called round,” he 
met with a very “mixed” reception. She wasn't unnecessarily 
—_ 1 ; on the contrary, she spared his feelings, and even 
thanked 7 

“ After all,” she said, “you have been more considerate than 
many men 83 taste might have been. 

He could only gaspingly ask her meaning. 8 

“ Well.” she 204d. “you've never actually brought your horte in 
with you.” 

— — — 
AMESON’S RIDE. 

t you were all, men and horses, starved ?“ 
asked one of the many listeners, as the = man who had 
removed his collar and undone the neck of his red-flannel shirt to 
show them how near a Boer knife had gone to ripping out his 
windpipe, re-adjusted his attire. : 

“Well,” said Trooper Tomkins, with a end reminiscent 1 
“some of ‘em, 22 wretches, had a pretty hungry ride, but 
hap) ned to be in the lucky troop.” 32 

5 The lucky troop? We hadn't heard of that? cried half a 
dozen voices. ' 

“No, I suppose not. But it happened like this: we'd been some 
time in barracks before the final order came, you remember, and 
three or four of us were getting a bit down at the heels of our boots, 
Jim Fish, who was always a handy chap, and understood a bit 
about cobbling, makes up his mind one day to turn shoe-mender 


“AND was it true t 


to the troop. So he starts by taking out his knife and ripping u 
mood 12 0 rf the belly skin off a dead horse.” 
“ e ” 


“ Well, he was just sitting down to half-sole and heel Corporal 
Creasey’s Wellingtons when we got the order, and, stutting the bit 
of leather into his holsters, we started. The rest you know pretty 
well. For three days we didn't get a bite of anything. till on the 
night of the third Jim comes to me and he says, ‘Harry, if I'd 
only got a drop of liquor of axy sort to boil tuat horse-skin in, 
ha pe a first-rate supper.” 

5 ou get any? 

12 Youu he finish. One of the chaps in the K troop was taking 
balsam of aniseed for his cough, but he sold us his bottle for a 
dollar, and Jim boiled the skin.” 

“ Precious tough, wasn’t it?“ chorused a dozen voices. 5 

“Well, I can't say as it wasn't,” adinitted Tomkins ; “but it 
wasn't so tough but it beat xvthing all to smithereens ! 
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R AVENSR UE. 


— 
CHAPTER X. 

A YEAR had elapsed since the mysterious occurrence had 
happened at Ravensrue Keep, and which had hurled the ancient 
pile into a shapeless heap of broken masonry. The Baron Long- 
champ had in that interval seen no more eligible mate for his 
daughter than the Lord Godolphin, and despite his doubts as to 
that noble’s tinaucial position, he concluded that the best he could 


“A woman—anl a wronged one!“ 


do for his daughter's and his own comfort was at once to hasten 
on the preparations for their nuptials. 

“ Odsooks! Edwina. thou beamest brighter every day,“ said the 
old man one day. Meseems 't would be a waste of beauty to delay 
the marriage longer.” 

Jou are in haste to get rid of me,” said Edwina, sadly. 

“Nay, but the Lord 8 is in haste to claim thee, and [ 
have consented that the day should not be distant. What say you 
to six weeks hence? That will give you time for your preparations, 
1 think,” said Longchamp, ruefully, as he thought of the expenses 
which would be run up in providing the wedding trossenu. 

“It is enough,” said the lady Edwina, as she withdrew to her 
own apartinent. 

The Lord Godolphin had had much matrimonial experience. 
His previous investments in that line had added considerably to 
his estates, but little to his ready cash, and the new venture 
been the more to his taste that he fancied Longchamp would be 
able to give his daughter a dowry of some sort. When he learned 
that there was little likelihood of that he was at first somewhat 
indifferent to his good fortune, but when he further learned that 
Ravensrue was in love with the Lady Edwina his love was fanned 
by hate of his more youthful rival. 

With the disa fe Ra vensrue, however, that reason for 

a 


— 1 40 had fallen out of sight, but he had now so often seen the 
lady that he loved her for her own sake, and the hoary old sinner 
rub his hands complacently as he thought how nice it would 


be when he welcomed home his blooming bride. 

In view of that good time he hastened to set his home in order, 
He discharged his housekeeper—a widowed lady, and that lady 
having looked on herself as the legitimate successor of the late 
Lady Godolphin was very wroth, and darkly hinted at a breach of 
promise action, 

The Lord Godolphin shrugged his shoulders, and nirily told the 
Indy to go to the deuce. She departed forthwith, taking with her 
what ready cash she could lny her hands on, 

Lord Godolphin informed the police, and they at once went in 
pursuit. For two days they could not discover her. At the end 
of that time they got a clue. After that it was hopeless. When 
the police got a clue the criminal was safe even in media val times. 

Had the police been vigilant they might, the night before the 
wedding day of the Lord Godolphin, have seen a person cautiously 
stealing through the brushwood that covered the wooded height 
half a mile from the house of the Baron Longchamp. The person 
was dressed in the picturesque costume of a yeoman of the time, 
but a keen observer might have noticed the absence of the manly 
stride which distinguished the hardy bearers of the weighty 


weapons of the period. 
Cautiously the person approached the hollow tree which had 
been the secret post office of Ravensrue and the Lady Edwina, A 


second later the person drew back out of sight. 
The Lady Edwina slowly approached. Ere she could put her 
hand into the hollow it was clutched by the lurking spectator. 
Release me at once,” said the Lady Edwina, with a slight scream. 
„will not,” said the captor, steruly. 
“Who are you?” said the Lady Edwina, 
A woman—and a wronged one!” 
(Zo be continued next week.) 


— — 


SLopERS ANCESTORS. 


JABEZ ARGENTINA SLOPER. 
ory, 1101. Drawn AND QUARTERED, 1149. 
(After the Painting by ’Arry Bottejeily, J.. It. A.) 


- 


1 
iar} 


McSWINE ENTERTAINS AN 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ANGEL UNAWARES. 


Yi, 


Ever yours, FLOSSIE. 


SHE HOOKER HIM. 


„Aubrey has popped at last, love. My 
Carnival Ball costume did the trick.— 


[Saturday, March 7 189¢ 
WHAT PRICE THE VICTIM? 


q) 1 said McSwine, “find me a man for the farm—a good, quiet, puir cratur, that'll 
dae a’ he's tellt, an’ no speak back.” And McParritch said he had one in his <0 that would just 
suit the honest farmer.—(2) The vera next day Farmer McSwine said to his new man, “ Ye 
fechless, han less forfochten bubby jock—ye glee-e’ed bauchel-fitted son oa Gleska coofeeder’s 
grannie, aw'll come doon an' lick ye silly! n’ the new man, in a meek way, said, “Come awa, 
sonnie. come awa.” ——(3) Twa meenits efter there was a whirlwind flourishing ower Meswine s 
farmyard.—(4) “Weel,” said McSwine, “ Aw've been often licked, an’ licked weel, but I ha’e 
niver been licked in sic’ na perfectly exquisite manner, an’ wi’ sic’ na arteestic touch before. It 
reminds me o’ the grand manner o that deevil McNab.” ( Who was MeSwine's new man? 


„ Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs from those of her Jriends whose 


The Rector. Yes, we re gettin 
Do * 
. d da GH bout as Frisk, U grea 
us her new soug an nee, “I'm a as Frisky as they make’Em,” it's a t goat the“ hall 
and perhaps | can secure Bill Basher and the Bermondsey Bantam to give an exhibition Spar. 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—KING PREMPEH. 


4 0 V N 
up a little entertainment in tn I. A 
u know anyone who would Kindly assist ? F 


New Squire. Well, I don't know; 1 might get Florrie Flutterskirt to come down and giv+ 


portraits hace not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS 


No. 433.— Miss  LoRA GORDON, 
“Though oceans divide us, my love shall endure.” 


—The Dook Snook. 


A fairer maid ne er tempted man to madness.” 


Lord Bob, 


Forever constant this poor teeming. heart! 


he Hon, Billy. 


OWE TENTH 
NATURAL SIZE 


Now that the Ashantee campaign is at an end A. SLOPER, who at 
the commencement appointed himself the HALF-HOLIDAY'S” war 
correspondent, can sit down and peacefully narrate the share he had 
in bringing things to such a satisfactory conclusion : “ Immediately on 
landing at Cape Coast Castle I made my way up country alone.— 
(1) The first thing that I encountered was a Tzetze fly. Travellers 
have made too light of these formidable insects. Three hours and 
fifty-nine minutes of hard fighting before it lay a corse at my feet.——. 
(2) I found, when I arrived in the neighbourhood of Coomassie, the 
natives most friendly. One offered mea drink, which, not wishing 
to offend, I was not slow in accepting. The pleasant beverage | 
ascertained was called laiceps hetocs, and was extracted from the oil 
obtained from the fusel tree. Suddenly it occurred to me that the 
drink, by the order of Prempeh, might have been poisoned. My 
wesence of mind did not forsake me at this trying moment. 1 
immediately swallowed a Sloper Pill (a box of them Colonel Scott 
compelled every man to carry in his kit), and 1 knew I was saved if 


treachery was at work. The King came out to meet me accompan' 
by his headsman and umbrella.—(3) The headsman bore a part! 
larly nasty-looking beheading machine, which he wanted to tr. 
my neck, but Prempeh stayed his hand.—(4) ‘Well, SLOPER. 
he, ‘this is an awkward business, What would you advise?’ 

render, your Majesty,’ replied I. promptly. ‘Never!’ cried h. 
thought it 2 ta change the subject, 20 admired his umbrell 
the sides o yt 
apparently of the bloater species. 
eur of these articles, and that I had at home a curious exit!’ 
peculiar for its beauty, * Permit me,’ said l, taking it from the be 
0) The next moment off 1 flew with it like the wind, int 
to present the trophy to the South Kensington Museum. 

thief!’ cried the King in pursuit; but I did not until 1 found n 
in the midst of our army, which by this time had come up. ‘This by 
inan you want, Colonel,’ said 1 to Scott, pointing to the monarch. *” 
came panting ina bad secoud, And that is how we captured Preuil el. 
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which were emblazoned presentments af the finn 


remarked that [ was a cone” 
ele 


isthe 
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ie of · O Trocsbꝰ 


Despite the Froest 


POINTED. 


He, I'm afraid you'll grow tired of me if 
1 call gt l dressing-room every night. 

She, Not at all, Mr. Short, I can nerer 
see tov much of you. 


HE HAD HAD 'EM BEFORE. 


HALL 
VARI eries 


panic 
art 

try 

he. | 
ell: 
xa 

Dear’ 
teilt. 

‘ First C 75 8 sf oe 7 

us taken huhu,. Let's go and see this girl with the 

1 55 N,] Chappic, Great Scott! no. I've seen 


cuough snakes to lust me a life time. 


Tiree · ſibble·· b s · & cy · er eo · Se 


they can't complain, A warm reception they 
far ton rare, For wa rom Parliament to spare :—A law of such a stupid class Will surely not in 
New York pass :—The month of March is come, and we For lusty winds prepared should be :—The 
warriors bold from Ashantee, Return in safety, as you sce :—To grant degrees the Dona refuse, For 
sweet girl yraduates, bad news :—The Southern Countics Champion he, And proud of him should 


„I tell you, Susan, once for all, I will have no waste 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ec, the» Mudlark: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


obtain :—For men like this are Essex be.— The weather prophets assert that March is this year to be true to its traditions, and that 
boisterous breezes will the order of the month. There's not much reliance to be placed, asa 
rule, upon the seers of the Meteorological ment; but what matters, if they are right for , 
once? A. SLOPER always has a difficulty in raising the wind about the 24th, in which dilemma 
he is often to be found——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


WAIST NOT. 


A LITTLE TOO BAD OF HER. 


in my house.” 


A GERMAN SAUSAGE. 


eS 
af] 
JON 
ZW 
8 


R 


Ship's Butcher (jokingly). Nothing 


left but pork sausages for dinner to-day. 
Moses, Gott in himmel! Then put ‘em 
in the pill of fare as peef. 


Thompson prides himself on his legal appearance, but when little Mrs. T. dressed like a cook for 
the Fancy Ball, because she said he always looked so like a waiter, there were words, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


THOUGH at the time of writing there is still a good deal of doubt 
upon the subject, it seems almost everywhere taken for granted 
that the discovery 
of the North Pole 
is at last an accom- 
plished fact. If 
this be so, Nansen 
and his gallant 
explorers are, of 
course, deserving 
of congratulation 
for succeeding 
where so many 
others failed, but 
after that comes the 
question: What 
earthly benefit shall 
we derive from the 
discovery! We 
can't colonise it. 
there are no natives 
even to plunder 
or “convert,” 
and a from the 
scientific interest of 
the thing, little can 
come of it. That 
there was a North 
Pole has long been 
an accepted sup- 

rosition, now that 
spared in future 


it has been found, life and moncy will perhaps 
fruitless expeditions. es 
s 


THE Time-Worn Structure has this day been pleased to confer 
the Award of Merit” upon Tom MALTBY, because he's a genial 
and popular manager, Feyther,“ remarked the youth of the 
Azure Peepers, as the two sat in state in the best box at the 
Bedford, “only think of you a hoverlooking Tom all these years. 
What would classick Camden be without its Bedford, and what 
would the Bedford be without its cheery manager and proprietor?” 

as the Wreck was totally unable to supply an answer to his 
4 ng’s queries, he responded to the frantic signals of the 
ve 


om, and made his way to the bar for a christening tiddley 
with the new F. O. 8. ee 


interest by the 
few years which 
have elapsed 
since its original 
successful pro- 
duction. Almost 
everybody in 
these specula- 
tive days is 
fairly conver- 
sant with the 
slang of the 
Stock Ex- 
change. and 
references to 
“bulls” 
“bears,” 
“slum ps,” 
“pigs” and 
“corners” are 


ene Mr. 


Lawrence, Mies 1 
3 Floyd, and other clever people interpret this very 


J. 9 


Proressor J. J. Smits, swimmin 
Brighton, has just had the “Sloper 
Having saved some forty-nine people from a watery 
time and another, he has been specially appointed 
to A. SLOPER.” °° 


THE energetic management of the Royal Aquarium has added 
an important item of attraction to the mme of that popular 
— 5 = —— Le peer 9 1 = an ane 

le of magnificence and variety, an who's a w on 
tableauz vitants and always goes round with a telescope, says 
they're not to be missed on any account, 
ss 
se 

SOMEWHAT contradict as it may seem, there is nothing of a 
frost in the 5 of the Chilly—we mean, the Chili 
Widow, On the contrary, the Royalty is thronged nightly, and 
this hugely funny and popular success shows no sign of decreased 
interest. And who that has once seen it can wonder? 


master at Brill's Baths, 
arrant granted to him. 
ve at one 
ver of Life 


* 
GiAx rio is the = bast 55 5 ee 
rumme at the Tivoli, w n A. opinion w 

the pve take a lot of beating, and 
the Old Un knows a 
ood show when he sees 
t, you bet. You must 
turn up your daily papers 
if you want to learn the 
names of all the clever 
folks who appear, we 
really haven't got room 
for the list here. We 
must say a good word, 
however, for the charm- 
ing 77 e — yy = 
sprightly Peggy Pryde, 
the deep-noted Leo 
Stormont, the marvellous 
vocal imitations of Harry 
Atkinson, the ever funny 
T. E. Dunville. and the 
1 popular Marie 
Lloyd. who, as the young 
thing who “Asked 
Johnny Jones,” is posi- 
tively immense, 


s 
THERE is trouble in 
the Salvation Army. The 
“General” has requested 
Mr. Ballington Booth to 


re ie 158 W 
in effect, told the chie go to mischi 

and Mr eae inet he Sant take orders from England. 
This is rank mutiny, and we are hourly in expectation of hearing 
that the enraged “ General ” has commanded his disobedient relation 


to be court-martialed and shot. 


resign his command of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A MESALLIANCE. 


Heard the awful news of Lord Charlie?” Not dead, 1 hope?” 
“ Worse than that; married a girl who's never even heard of tights.” 


FAIR PLAY FOR DOCTOR JIM. 


„ Dox'r BLAME HIM TILL YOU'VE HEARD HIM.” 
A. SLOPER, F.O.M. 
Dox' r blame him till you've heard him 
Though, hot in his enon haste, 
His braves he bore to unequal war, 
O'er the wild veldt's parching waste. 
Don't blame him till you've heard him 
Though, playing that headstrong part, 
He broke by his act Britannia’s pact, 
And many an English heart ! 


Don't blame him till ye’ve heard him, 
Ye zealots who loudly cry 
That Britannia's pact must be kept intact, 
Though her sons in their thousands die ! 
Don't blame him till ye've heard him, 
True blood in his veins there runs, 
Who esteems beyond Britannia’s bond 
The lives of Britannia’s sons: 


Don't blame him till you've heard him— 
rred 


God only knows how sti 
Is Britizh blood to a boiling flood, 
When the cry of distress is heard ! 


Don't blame him till you've heard him— 
There be many who side with him 
For that sad, wild ride. though their loved 
one dicd 


In the battle with Dr. Jim! 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR ron THR WERK EXDINY Manco lern, 1896. 


Sth March, 188 7.—Mr. Lewis held an inquest this day on 
the 5 Elizabeth Rason, which was found in a culvert under 


Ferry ne, Walthamstow, in a shocking condition—it havin 
been partially eaten by rats. A florist in Ferry Lane gave evi- 
dence as to the discovery of the body in the culvert whilst he was 


looking for eels, 


Oth March, 1825.—Mrs. Barbauld, a once highly-esteemed. 
but now forgotten, writer for the 3 died this ros 7 i 


10th March, 1667.—Nell Gwynne made her first appearance 
this day at the Duke's Theatre. I kissed her and so did my wife, 
and a mighty pretty soul she is."—Pepys. 


llth March, 1810.—Napoleon having got rid of his first 
wife, Josephine, this day ed Maria Louisa. 


12th March, 1826.—From an old almanac, 1678, Hone 
quotes this: Fur the Ayes.—Rub them with a hundred broad 
pieces of your own gold, and I tell thee, friend, it will not only do 
— 2 good but thy purse also. This was supposed to be wit 
and wisdom. 


18th March, 1836.—A magazine of this date speaks of the 
“Surly,” “Split Farthing,” and Ugly Mug” Clubs. 


14th March, 1757.—Admiral Byng, who was unjustly shot 
this day on the A/onargue wished to die with his eyes uncovered, 
but was persuaded that this might frighten the soldiers and make 
them miss their aim. He expired instantly. 


NOT A BAD MISS, EH? 


Overheard in the Stalls, T.R.—( Oh, no, we necer mention it.) 

First Man (austere). You do not know how much you miss, my 
deur John, in going out as you do between the acts to indulge in 
that soul-destroying vice of drinking. 

Second Man (jolly). Oh, don't I, though. Roughly speaking 
I've missed sitting in a draught for nearly half an hour, I've mii 
about fifteen people treading on my toes as they passed in and Seer) 
and I've missed having my bat knocked over at least twice an 


hed the wrong way. 


— • Ü— 


WE WON’T SAY WHO. 


Mr. Justice So-and-so, who makes a point of never keeping the 
Jury waiting, returning from his lunch, His Lordship had spasms 
on the Bench all the afternoon. 


(Saturday, March 7, 1896, 
SOMETHING LIKE A PIKE. 


— 


THE club business had been satisfactorily or of, and th: 
monthly meeting of the George Washington Angling tiation 
was nearingits end. Most of the members had departed, but u l.. 
„brothers of the angle” yet remained around the club room fire 
discussing sport and spirituous liquors under the soothing intlueii... 
of the fragrant weed, for the true fisherman is no stranger to th. 
allurements of pipe and flask, Teach Sir Wilfred to angle, and h- 
would abandon his cherished creed for ever. 

“T suppose all you fellows have heard the story of how I captured 
the giant pike?’ 

It was the new member that spoke; they'd elected him only tia 
evening, and several of the old stagers glanced suspiciously at th 
young inan whose question had broken a temporary lull in ile 
conversation. 

“Never heard a word about it,” almost snarled Stretchem, who, 
as the oldest member present, took upon himself to answer thi, 
presumptuous boy for the rest of the company. 

But the young man displayed only calm astonishment. “ Von 
e ee aa Q Lr really ee I N it = quite 4 
matter of angling histo now. ul r. none OU eve 
tished in Rutlandshire HS 7 ; 5 5 , 

None of em ever had. 

“Ah!” went on the narrator, that accounts for it, perha,: 
everybody will tell 8 

ou the story there, 

ut as I've got a few 
minutes before my 
train goes, I'll give 
you the true account. 
Some of them I’ve 
heard are shockingly 
garbled.” 

He lit a cigar de- 
liberately, and took 
a fortityicg sip at his 
whisky and water. 

“It was like this, 
you see,” he went on, 
“an uncle of mine's 
got a farm down 
there, witha big moat 
surrounding the 
house, and ever since 
I was a boy I used to 
tish there whenever 1 
visited him, but 
never a bite did I have, and what's more, nobody believed there 
= any fish in the water, but it served to amuse me, and so I wa: 

alone. 

“It was after several years absence that I went down to the old 
place at the time I’m speaking of. I'd grown from a boy intos 
young man in the interval, and, of course, I'd improved a lot in my 
maging. I knew that there could be no carp or roach in the mot. 
or I should have caught one at some time, and I made up my mind 
to see if there were any pike. 

“*Tt's my belief,’ said my uncle, when I told him my intention. 
‘it’s my belief the water's swarming with 'em. I used to be always 
losing the young ducks and geese until I had 'em kept off the moxt. 
and as soon as one gets out of the stackyard it disappears. (iets 
into the water, and the brutes swallow it. They must be hundred: 
of years old.’ 

You can guess I was pretty keen on the job after this, I rigged 
up my strongest tackle, got some big roach down from London, ani 
one fine morning I cast out, splash !—nicely under a fringe of rushe:. 

„Almost immediately I observed a peculiar little wave rollin: 
towards my float, and the next instant down it went, and I struck 
smartly. There was a plunge, a rush and a struggle, the water all 
boiled up around me, the line simply flew through the rings, aud 
before I could toe %, the whole 120 yards was off the winch, and 
suap, the sturdy silk broke like k thread. 

At this moment my aunt's little girl came running over the 
ornamental bridge that crossed the moat, and slipping on somethin:. 
toppled clean over into the water, just where the monster pike had 
escaped me. 
in I saw that terrible wave as I rushed madly towards the 
rid zest in time to see a pair of huge jaws drag the little innocent 

rom view, 

“In wild haste 1 dashed towards the farm and briefly explained 
matters to my agonised Uncle. Fixing a big strong meat-hook 
upon the end of a coil of cart rope, we slaughtered a pig, baited it 
on whole, and cast out. We didn’t have to wait a minute, and 
after giving the brute time to gorge the hog thoroughly, I struck. 

felt I was well home in him. But he gave us an awful fight. 
Up and down the bank he dragged us, darting here and there wit 
awful force, and lashing up the water into a whirlpool. But wed 
called half a dozen farm hands to our assistance, and at the end et 
fifteen minutes we hauled him out upon the bank—a terrific pike. 
gentlemen, six feet long to an inch. But the surprisiug part of it. 
went on the narrator, is, that when we'd ri up the monsters 
bey, there was my little cousin inside as right as a trivet.” 

Then did old Stretchem, with a look of painful solemnity, driv 
from his pocket his presidential badge, and fasten it respectfully in 
the new member's button hole. “Take it, young man, take it. be 
said, in a voice of emotion; “I thought Yd fairly earned it, bu 
Im not in the same street with you. I resign from this moment. 

And brushing away the gathering tears of disappointed ambition 
the old angler went sadly out into the night. 


— 


APPROPRIATE CUSS WORD. 


AN 


GY fp 


4 TAA 9 


“What did he say when al yon were only in the bullet ie 
* L ” 


ike nat ure nothi 


snatcher, what did Gruffins say? Not a word! 
‘natcher’s life hung on a thread. 


For Electrical Washing 


Saturday, March 7, 1896.) 
SNATCHER’'S PALS. 


rute, an ugly mongrel, a silly hound, and a few more things of a 
more, on Snatch 

me sneaking whelp went and told Gruffins, and, when he met 

ut for weeks 


Jove! he did a pasting. 
nd what for, Snatcher would like to know, what tor . 
(To be continued, ) 


THE WASHING WONDER. 


[The latest electrical marvel is a machine for washing plates and dishes with 
lightning-like rapidity.) 


T electric affairs, — 

In this go-nhead time, 

ne frequently stares 

With u wonder sublime. 

zut the latest one seen 

Is (a magazine states) 

n electric machine 

For the washing of 
plates! 

nd scullery maids will 

No doubt thank the 
Fates 


' 
On cW-˖ẽ le ee 5 now 
Wr LECTERICK MACHINE AD 


Of Dishes and Plates. 


ome will, doubtless, ery 
“Fudge!” 
Likewise “‘ Fiddle-dee 
dee!” 


tut the drudgingest 
drudge 

May observe it with 
. lee. 
our mere lodging-house 
slave, 

Who on scores of “calls” waits, 

May probably crave 

For this washing of plates. 
Een the Cleaning of Boots (which that slavelet so hates) 
May yet be achieved—like this Washing of Plates! 


— — 


ARTHUR ROBERTS’ 
ARTHUR was one night accosted on the stage at the Prince of 


AN ANECDOTE. 


Maless Theatre by a popuiar lady actress, who shall be nameless. 


he had an apology, to offer and a complaint to make. 

“Oh, Mr. Roberts,” she said, “while you were on just now I 
ranted a bit of rouge. It is a lung way upstairs to my room, so I 
ought I would dodge into yours, as you were on the stage at the 
une. Like most thieves, | was in a hurry to seize that rouge. pot, 
ud T dashed into your dressing-room. and - but why do you keep 
hat camera in your room? 

“Camera?” queried Arthur. Camera? Why, that isn't a 
amera, That's a fishing-case, tackle, and rods and things.” 

“Is it? Well, I don't care what it is. I know I fell up against 


t and barked my shins dreadfully.” 


„Ah!“ mused Gentleman Joe, “ now I wish it had beenacamera !” 
“And why, pray?” 

‘I might have fot asnap-shot of the bark!” 

Most people will agree that such a feat in zoological portraiture 


ould have marked a new era in the science. 
2 Se 


ONE TO LUSHINGTON. 


“Oh, misgaided man! 
sa Julge?” “ 
int tr be ! ” 


and this is what you call being as sober 
Les, that's ri’; sober as—hic !—judge o good stuff 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


3 ; 8 February 24th, 1898. 

R PER,—I am a Shropshire man, and of course take a 
great interest in the doings of you and your followers. The house 
of SLOPER being, as 1 need hardly mention, a very ancient one in 
that proud county, whose motto still continues to be “Florcat 
Slopia,” I have been much concerned with the distressing reports 
of the fighting and outrages received of late from the Browsid 

and think if they are correct it is high time that you shoul 

institute an enquiry into these matters. The news is freq uently of 
an untrustworthy nature, and some of the sketches reputed to be 
by your eT artist are a imitations by some other person. 
Anothera ing matter is the absence of any information as to 
the whereabouts of Piper Tamsin, and other prominent inhabitants, 
Trusting you will give this matter your most spiritous attention, 

J aw, yours faithfully, 


A PROUD SLor RIA X. 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF KLIZABETH Mirrixs (“ GENERAL"), 


1 CHAPPTUR 3. 

wos stil opsorbed in Adofusses graffick recitle of the ‘orers of 
mi nu plaice wen, with a sudun leep, mi kompanyun maid a dach 
for the skulery, and seezin wun from the pile of butes befoar ‘im 
komensed pollishin at it with al is mite and mane. 

Befoar i kood ask miself the meenin of ‘is sudun deparchur the 
dore opuned, and mi nu mistris bussled inter the kichin. 

“Wot!” she sez, a-holdin up er sae | hands in amaisement, 
“idlin awai your time alreddy, Mary! nise beginin i must sai, 
Ware are them pertaters i told you to 7 

Wen I konfessed that i had not startid em yet she was furius. 

“I can se the sort of gal you are in a minnit,” she sez, “ lasy, 
idle, gond-for-nuthink drabs. I've ad dussons like you in mi 
time. r. don't you be impertynent now and arnser me back, 
but sett to wurk at wunce; and as for you, Enery,“ she ads, 
adresin ‘erself to Adolfus, who wos stil brushin awai induss- 
heaps: ( “as for you. Enery, don't lett me ketch you a-takin 
— 5 o her wurk with yore rechid chater or ile maik it worm 
ore you. 

Adolfus said nothin, but i kood se the grachooitus insult deaply 
woondid ‘is cencytif nachur, and i kast a 3 yet incurrygin 

5171 at im, wich planely ex prest mi disapprobashun of the oid 
a tirrerny. 
Stil keapin her malligunt gaize erpon me she set erbout pre- 
rin diner, and mi art went out in simperthy to the rechid 
rders as mi i alited e the skiny stake wich was to foarm part 
of thaie diner. I felt orlso if tha kood ony ‘ave sean the kerleck- 
shun of skraps and bones that was stuin down for the Mulligitorny 
tha wouldn't nun of them arsk for a seckund ‘elping. 

As sune as i kood bo spaired from the multyfairus dutys of the 
kullynary preprerashuns i ascennded to maik my toylet, bein 
natchrully ankshus to kreate a good impreshun wen I tuk up mi 
persishun to wate at taible. I am not of a proud or konseated 
dispersishun, but i kood not konseal a thril of grattyfikashun as i 
kort site of mi reflekshun in the kracked mirrer, and sum ow 
i found miself blushin as the naim of Adolfus rose to mi lipps. As 
i maid mi wai reflecktively down the korrydor, a torl yung man, 
with swete blu ‘ise and kurly ‘are allmost ran intu mi arms. 

He loked amaized at the sudun vishun of buty wich e ‘ad en- 
kountered. “Grate skot!” he ejackerlaited, “are yu the enoo 
slavey! Wel, this is a impruvment. Old Muther Grubbem as 
maid a step in the rite direckshun at larst. Ere, Tottie—Mable— 
wotever yer naim ie—ziv usa kis to go on with thare’sa gud gurl.” 
And befoar I kood even skream or fli, the bold Lutherio had 
seazed me in is embraise and prest a luvvin kis erpon my rooby 


lipps. 
5 into wot a denn of inhickwitty ad I bean insnaired ! 
(Iv be continued next week.) 


PIT-ITES. 


PErsoxs who go to the pita of our theatres—and they form a 
large class ; almost as lar; rhaps, as that of the mushroom 
critic who, on the strength of representing a society rag, and 
owning a dress-suit, cops a pass for a nalf-guinea stall—appear to 
be quite contented to stand in treble file along the street for hours 
before the doors 4 You can see em for yourself any night, 
and generally an itinerant musician entertaining them. 

It “ain't all lavender” in that crowd, either! One gentleman, 
well 1 in the front, has apparently done himself well on beer and 
pickled onions; whilst another causes the refined to grieve by 
continually scrunching the most sickly American apples. Then 
there 18 the stout female who never dreamed that the crush would 
be anything like this, and comes over faint. 

“I'm sure I shall faint!” she gasps, and elbows those around 
her to get a little more breathing room. She fumes and fusses; 
wishes she had a salts bottle, and generally becomes a nuisance. 
45 Oh, I'm sure I shall faint: 1 can feel it coming on. I shall 

„For the Lord's sake faint and get it over; oes interruptin’ 
me reading the bloomin’ Special !" cries a gentleman in the rear ; 
and just then there's a sound as of the withdrawing of bolts, a 
tightening up in the crowd, a cry of Now then, all together!” and 
the struggie begins. 


I TURNED ME OTHER WHERE! 


I vext him—him who had won 
My soul for evermore— 
With some folly of girlish fun, 
And he tlushed—he frowned—he swore ! 
His brow, that was bland and fair, 
For a space grew dark as night ; 
And I turned me otherwhere 
In the blindness of my spite! 


By one, by two, by three,” 
My suitors came nigh, came nigher, 
Ench with a plaintive plea A 
That my heart was his heart's desire. 
But I scorned their ey eer rayer, 
And was true to my heart's delight, 
Till—I turned me otherwhere 
In the blindness of my spite! 


So angry, that one of these 
My hand- but no heart—obtained : 
Aud my sweet love sailed the seas, 
Till a worthier wife he gained. 
And I curse. with a life’s despair. 
That hour of my soul's black night 
When I turned me otherwhere 
In the blindness of ny spite! 


— — 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
FERTILE Heir- producers: Next-of-kin advertisements. 
ANTIQUARIAN Dress Discovery.— Ancient At-Tyre: Alexander 
in Pheenicia, B. C. 332. 0 

“ROBBERY with violins”: The robbery of one's peace by the 
fiddling family next door. „ . 

Love is Blind: but it frequently obtains its sight when it finds 
the loved one blind—DRUNK ! 

TRUTH is Mighty—Scarce!! 5 

* RoME was not built in a day - but it would have been had 
Romulus been a London jerry- builder. 


BIRDS SLOPER'S cauand AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER? "~-ALEC. 


No. 6—THE Love Birp. 
“ Forever constant, ever true, 
Meek, gentle as the dove ; 
Say, who can fail to see in you 
he true ideal of Love? 
—A. SLOPER, Poet Laurcate, ete, 


THE MARQUIS’S STRATAGEM. 


THE Duke was absolutely furious. “Ma an actress,” he 
thundered, “you, a De Gorebloo | Great Be: rd B ke, 
of wine should have fallen so low!“ si e 


“ But, father, I—I love her,” urged the youthful marquis. 
‘* Love her,” roared the other, “then pt pe ee: 8 None of 
our rem i's did an thing 4 N Ne ea 
y you ue % marquis, stun, the taunt, 
The old noble turned livid with rage. = You darate lk (oie 


like this,” he stuttered. “J—I'd disown yon, cut vou off witha 
shilling, and Jeave youand your wife to starve in the gutter.” 

But I've already proposed to her. She's got dozens of letters to 
prove my promise.” 5 

“Oh, vou young fool !” said his father, viciously. But there, it's 
no rod ane how much will buy the creature off ?” 

“Father!” 

Don't argue with me, sir. This idiocy of yours must be com- 

romised. I can't keep you out of the title and entail, of course, 

ut damme, sir, if you marry this girl, I won't allow you a penny 
while I live, which simply means that the pair of you will starve 
like rats in a garret. No, you must arrange with her at once. 
Don’t spare me, picture me as a monster of iniquity if you like, 
but come toterma.” * „ * 

„Well,“ said the duke, the evening after the interview, you have 
seen her; what is this Miss Marchment's price?“ 

“ Fifty thousand ee 

“ Fifty thousand furies !“ yelled the old gentleman; d' ye mean to 
tell me she won't take Jess?” 

“Not a penny. ys she prefers to leave the damages to a jury.” 
“Then let her,” shrieked the duke; “and as for you—you——" 
But the marquis had suddenly recollected an engagement. 

a * * 


* * e 

The great breach of promise trial duly occupied the attention of 
the Court, and was practicaily undefended. It merely resolved 
itself into a question of damages, and when the lovely plaintiff, 
attired in her most bewitching toilette, had related in the witness 
box the story of how her young affections had been tampered with, 
the jury promptly awarded her twenty thousand pounds as some 
alight recompense, and the judge, who had u decided eye for 
beauty himself, looked as 
if he agreed with them. 

* 


* * 

„And nov,“ said 
the duke to his son, 
tome month or so later, 
“now that I've settled the 
expenses of this confounded 
trial, the best thing you can 
do is to go abroad for a year 
and keep out of mischief.” 

“What,” said the young 
man, “and leave my wife?” 

“Wife!” queried the 
duke. turning pole. 

“Yes,” said the marquis, 


coolly; “1 was married 
yesterday ” 

“MARRIED!” fairly 
yelled the old noble: 
“married! and who the 
devil to!“ 


“ Miss Marchmont.” 

„But the trial, the dam- 
ages?” gasped the father. 

„Absolutely necessary,” 
was the anawer, = * You 
tee, my dear dad, that, had 
we married against your 
will we should have had a 
had time of it, and on the other hand, the matter could only have 
heen arranged on the understanding that Edith didn't marry me. 
That twenty thousand, however, will keep us going comfortably 
until you hop the twig, and then we shall come in for the lot.” 

They hadu't long to wait, for a second later the duke was 
writhing in the death throes of apoplexy. The blow had proved 
too much for him. 


80 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, March 7, 1896, 
THE F. O. S.“ PORTRAIT GALLERY. JUST THE MAN. FAIRLY AMPLE. 


Isabel. On what does Ethel justify her engagement to 
old man like Lord Lotterland ? peal * 
The Captain, H'm—er—on about fifty thousand acres altogether, I 


believe, 
LIKE HIS IMPUDENCE. 


No. 419.—L1EvT.-Cou. 8, V. GorDON, F. O. S. 

“It is with an exceptionally keen sense of pleasure 
that the Eminent begs to draw the attention of his 
readers to the portrait of the distinguished ofticer 
which has this week been added to our gallery. Our 
hero is no carpet soldier. India is the field upon 
which his spurs were won, and beneath the burnin: 
sun of our great dependency the gallant Colone 
fought his way to glory and the command of the 
famous 3rd Pioneers, with whose exploits the history 
of the colony is so inseparably connected. The 
Colonel has ever entertained a warm affection for 
the F. O. M., aud many a lonely hour has he whiled 
away in the les of the ‘H.-H.’ Though de, 
corated for his distinguished services, he still 
yearned for recognition at the hands of his old 
friend, who promptly created him F. O. S., and 
bestowed the ‘ Award of Merit’ upon him January 
Mth, 1896."—Debrett Improved. 


“Do you know, Bill. I think I was cut out for a financier.” 


“Why?” “Well, I live cheaply, never drink wine, don't ride in Old Gent, Come along, my boy. hurry up. 
cabs, and make one suit of clothes last ten years.” Boy. Yus, sir! Where yer for, sir? Step inside, sir; full on top. 
SERIOUS ILLNESS OF THE F.O.M. PROMISING LAD. 


THE QUICK AND THE DEAD. 
“You've wounded me to the quick ; in future I 
shall cut you dead.” 


: 2 — 
The following Bulletin was posted on the door of Mildew 
Court at 9 A. M. this morning: Mr. SLOPER is busy with a 


very severe attack of the pip. With care he may be pulled Lady (entering small general), Have you any tintacks ? 
through. All depends on the nurses.—(Signed) S. SQUILLS, Boy (in charge). No, miss, we're just out uf em, but we've got some 
M. k. C. V. S.“ beautiful tinned salmon, 


WHERE THE LINE WAS DRAWN. 


N 
Would-be Het Laureate (to amateur Sword 
Swallower). Say, old man, swop me a handful of 
your hair, and you shall have a length of my neck. 


“T suppose, now, you'd do almost anything for this sovereign, eh?” A flush of haughty pride mounted the smeary complexion of the 

said the affable old party to Grimey, the tramp. “ Mus!“ was the traveller. Guv'nor,“ he gasped hoarsely, yet loftily, “I couldn't 

Cold Weather (to Warm Weather). Hullo! why, joyful response, “I would.” All right!” smiled the old party; 1 do it. Welcome starvation rather than disonner—the Grimeys never 
bless my Daily Graphic, where d'un SPRING from? merely reyuire you to do a simple thing—wash yourself!“ wash |” 
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